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verd antique. The grand cabinet is round, all white and
gold and glasses, with curtains in festoons of silk flamb6,
and illuminated by four branches of lilies of or moulu, each
as loose and graceful as that which Guido's angel holds in
the Salutation at the Carmelites, which, alas 1 they have just
repainted, as they are serving the whole cloister at the
Chartreuse. While we were at supper, with all the windows
open, and les Gardes dM Eoi playing to us, your Ladyship,
I suppose, was hovering over a fire. It has been sultry
ever since I came hither; the last five days like the torrid
zone, and lightning as cheap as gunpowder.

We are expecting Mr. Crawfurd ; pray don't send for him
to Parliament. In England I conclude you are still talking
of Mrs. Eudd and Miss Butterfield4, and of the Duchess of
Rudd and Butterfieldr>. Well, you may tell me what news
you have; I will pretend to care about it, as one does about
les nouvelles de province. I am very insolent, Madam, but
at bottom there is a little resentment at not having heard
from you.

1645.   To THE COUNTESS OF UPPEE OSSOBY.

Paris, Sept. 12, 1775.

So they say it was I, Madam, who made your Ladyship
entertain a passion for Lord Ossory! Upon my word, I
never suspected before that I was the god of love! nor can
I now discover any resemblance between us, unless Le Sage
was right when he made the devil tvpon two sticks acknowledge
himself for Cupid.                %

However, as the deed was a good one, and made two
persons happier than Venus's son generally does, I am well
content to take it upon myself: yet not proposing to be so

4 Jane Butterfield, tried on a charge of murder in the preceding August,
And acquitted,                                 5 The Duchess of Kingston.hich shade the windows, with the perspective
